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i've done several extremely careful calculations, James." 

Lars looked at James after having consulted his notes, all business-like. 
"And?" 

‘Metallica can't afford the guitar you want to buy, James." 


"WHAT?" 


"A guitar for more than SIX grand! Are you mad?" Lars’ face had reddened. "Who'd be insane enough to pay 


more than SIX grand for a lousy guitar?" 

Some giggling in the background. 

Lars shot Jason and Kirk several sharp glances to shut them up. 

"Well, its just .." James started then paused, looking down at his feet. 

"Yeah?" 

"IFs just ... | already have bought guitars for more than TEN grand per guitar ..” 

"WHAT?" 

".. in the past. But | always got them cheaper." James gave Lars a harmless smile. "All of those guys from the 
stores told me it's because of my nice blue eyes, and because its immoral to steal the Long spared money of 
an imbecile .. Do you know what they could have meant?" 


Lars was near fainting. 


"| need an emergency ambulance. And a sedative .. The sedative mixed up by a LARGE drink .. Single malt 
whisky, if you'd be so nice," he whimpered. "NOW!" 


In the background Jason and Kirk giggled away without doing a break 
Lars stared daggers at them. 


"What is it with these idiots? Why are they laughing in such a stupid way? | always KNEW they can't have any 


more brains than you, James." 


"Really?" James innocently smiled at Lars. "Wow, you do know THINGS, Lars .. WOW!Totally! Nevertheleass, | 


nearly can't believe you've done it" 

Lars narrowed his eyes and suspiciously glared at James. 

"What do you mean with 'it?" 

James cleared his throat. 

"Well, | mean, it sounds pretty impressive .." He blinked several times. "Really impressive. But | can't believe 
that someone who can't count up to four without becoming all disoriented and getting a certain bass player all 


mad - every fucking evening a certain band does a show - might have done calculations about higher numbers, 
let alone about numbers over SIX thousand" 


Lars didn't move a muscle in his face but stared at James as motionless as a green-eyed basilisk. 

Then, all of a sudden, he gave James a charmingly smile. 

"James, | have to tell you something you might not have heard of about, yet .. Wait a sec! Let's step a little 
more aside at first, James .. Good. No need to get overheard by OTHER people inside this room .. | won't name 
them, it isn't worth my time. And time is money. MY money ... Well, alright then" 

Lars deeply breathed in and out several times while he shot quick glances out of the corners of his eyes to 
his left and to his right side to make sure that there hadn't materialized the Men In Black out of thin air in 
the interim, just to spy on a certain Mr. Lars Ulrich. 

Then he went on 

‘James, DUDE, | have to tell you something very, very, VERY shocking .." 

"Really? SHOCKING? Coming from YOU? Does that mean you know SHOCKINGLY stuff?" 

James quickly held up his hands. 

"If it isn't suitable for underage people | don't wanna hear about it. | might get a shock!" 

Lars gave a desperate groan. 

"Aaawww, JAMES! Please!" 


James' blue eyes were all naive innocence. 


"What? | have the right to ask this before getting forced some fucking perverted Danish shit on my innocent 


brain .." 

"Aarrrgghhh!" Lars slapped his forehead. "JAMES! Listen up!" 

"Sure. | always do listen up." 

"Good. I'll hope you can take it ... Well, James, DUDE, there had been an invention” 
"An invention?" 

Still wide and innocently looking blue eyes. 


"Yes." 


Lars sighed then pulled something out of the back pocket of his multi-hundred-dollar jeans, showing it up to 
James. 


"James, this is called a POCKET CALCULATOR. We use those calculators to do the more difficult calculations." 


James flawlessly managed to keep his poker-face and didn't say anything for a while, staring at Lars' pocket 


calculator. 
In the background Kirk and Jason laid on the floor, now, helplessly giggling away. 

James pointed at the calculator in Lars’ hand then looked at the proud owner of the pocket calculator 

"| KNEW there has to be some wicked catch! Are you sure the thing is safe? Because everybody says that 


machines with too much of Black Magic inside of them use to explode all of a sudden, and then you'll wake up 


in hell - before you even might have got the time to do some really BAD things of sufficient perverted 


quality.” 


